to himself, and he prowled round and round and round
his canvas cage, standing stock-still to listen, or turning
on his heels to face his would-be assassins
His beard had grown a bristle of dirty stubble on his
haggard checks On the yellow silk of his robe one of his
epaulets hung crooked His moustache curved down in a
great horseshoe His Saint George's cross marked the place
of his heart
An officer made a report to him Ungcrn scarcely lis-
tened He glared at him with eyes heavy with hate and
insomnia, blindly Then, in the middle of the officer's fore-
head, appealed a red star with five points Bursting into a
gutteral laugh, as though satisfied lus predictions were
coming true, Ungcrn flung him to the ground, lashed at
him, kicked at him The red star danced in zigzags. Then
it began to pale and finally disappeared, giving place to a
still body bedaubed with blood
'Reduce him to the ranks p shouted the Baron, and he
leapt into his saddle and lode like the wind, heedless of
overhanging branches The division struck camp and
followed its leader
The officers knew how to read* Therefore they could be
bought by the Bolsheviks They were bought by the
Bolsheviks Ungcrn appointed his orderly Atchairov to
command the Mongol regiment. Atchairov was illiterate.
Ungern changed his officers every day If a colonel let his
horse cast a shoe, if a lieutenant stopped to make water,
they were reduced to the zanks
Meanwhile Bunat herdsmen had deserted Officers
armed with long whips watched over the flocks and herds
The Bunats were not the only deserters  The Mongol
detachments melted away visibly  In the evening the men
were still there At reveille half of them had disappeared
Burdukovski got up dunng the night in the hope of
taking the deserters by surprise, but m vain
One night, just before hghts-out, as the little officer was
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